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OXFORD. 

Lady,  about  whose  sovran  brow  is  bound 
The  imperishable  garland,  which  thy  sons 
Through  the  great  world  have  woven  of  their  love 
For  thine  immortal  honour,  take  this  too, 

My  poor,  deciduous  leaf  of  scanty  song, 

Token  of  little  skill  and  a great  love  ; 

And  for  the  love  forgive  the  little  skill. 

In  the  mid  march  of  the  triumphing  years 
Stands  a grey  city : as  the  tossing  waves 
Of  a tumultuous  sea  assault  a rock 
Y That  stands  far  out  from  shore,  and  solitary, 

And  mocks  them  as  they  sweep  in  foam,  to  break 
>"-  Their  vain  strength  idly  on  the  shoreward  crags, 
So  past  the  walls  the  eddying  flux  of  change 
Passes : and  swelling  words  and  vain  alarms, 
Tumult  of  captains  and  the  shouts  of  war, 

False  dreams,  and  swift,  ephemeral  phantasies, 

Go  down  to  silence : but  within  the  walls 
Time’s  writ  runs  not,  and  there  the  hurrying  years 
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Step  softly,  drugged  by  the  cool,  fragrant  peace 
That  held  the  ancient  groves  of  Academe. 

To  certain  cities  the  high  gods  have  given 
The  golden  keys  of  those  great  gates,  wherethrough 
The  spirit  of  man  fares  out  on  the  long  quest 
To  find  the  glory  of  the  vanished  years. 

So  here  the  gates  stand  open,  and  we  passed 
On  the  winged  sandals  down  the  paths  of  time 
To  the  old  glory  of  Hellas,  and  the  Gods 
Olympian,  and  the  fresher,  younger  world. 

There  we  took  rest  from  travel,  and  there  found 
The  oldest,  greatest  singer  of  all  the  earth, 

Travelling  in  the  greatness  of  his  strength 
Through  flowered  fields  of  the  world’s  first,  scented 
spring, 

Rejoicing  ; and  we  caught  his  utterance, 

The  deep-sea  cadences  of  splendid  song. 

Then,  slow  returning,  we  beheld  the  Three, 

The  triple  glory  of  the  Attic  stage  : 

And  one  was  dark-browed,  sombre,  sorrowful, 

With  soul  of  fire,  and  ardent  to  search  out, 

Through  mists  mysterious  and  the  gloom  of  Hell, 

The  undiscoverable  ways  of  God. 

The  second,  quiet  as  rich  autumn  days, 

A very  perfect  craftsman,  in  his  art 
Content  to  hold  the  balance,  never  sink 
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Below  the  absolute  measure,  never  rise 
On  eagle  pinions  to  the  heights  of  air. 

The  third,  most  human,  loving,  pitiful, 

Dowered  of  the  gods  with  their  divinest  gift 
Of  most  rare  vision,  and  the  mystic  eyes, 

That  saw,  beyond  the  perfect  classic  veil, 

The  broken  wonder  and  the  wild  romance. 

We  stood  with  those  who  proudly  mourned  their  dead, 

The  famous  dead  for  whom  the  whole  round  world 

Is  sepulchre:  we  heard  the  burning  words 

Of  him,  Aspasia’s  lover,  whose  great  soul 

Had  learnt  how  human  passion  should  pass  beyond 

The  love  of  mortal  woman  to  the  love 

Of  the  immortal  city,  violet-crowned. 

Still  the  forged  music  of  the  sentences 

Rings  with  clear  clangour  of  trumpets  across  the  years 

To  us,  whose  ears  are  open  ; for  to-day 

We  also  love  a city,  and  return 

From  the  old  world  of  beauty  to  our  own 

More  beautiful,  and  comprehend  in  one 

Clear  passion  of  loveliness  the  old  and  new. 

For  here,  in  this  our  city  of  the  towers, 

The  gods  have  granted  us  to  taste  keen  joys 
That  sorrow  has  but  seasoned  : days  of  spring, 

With  rain  and  sunshine,  and  across  the  down 
The  racing  cloud-shadows  wind-charioted : 
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The  dreaming  hours  of  sleepy  summer  days 
Cool  on  the  water,  with  the  measured,  long, 

Sweet  swing  of  oars,  round  winding,  lazy  curves, 

The  murmur  of  the  endless  afternoon, 

The  slow  return,  weary  and  well-content, 

Through  rising  mists  of  twilight,  home  again. 

Also,  the  wonder  of  hushed  summer  nights, 

Soft  as  the  passing  of  forgotten  dreams. 

When  the  moon  rides  above  dim  fields  that  slope 
To  Isis,  gliding  under  Cumnor  hill ; 

While  the  bright  armies  of  the  legioned  stars 
Unwavering  hold  their  old,  eternal  course 
Along  the  paths  of  heaven  : suddenly, 

Shivering  the  too  full  silence,  comes  a lance 

Of  vibrant  melody  divinely  sweet 

From  the  nigh  thicket,  and  the  soul,  surprised, 

Turns  back  from  wandering  through  the  fields  of  air, 
Charmed  by  the  old,  strong  sorceries  of  earth. 

And  here  not  only  the  too  facile  sense 
Fed  full  on  nectar  and  ambrosia 
To  heart’s  desiring;  reason  here  was  forged 
With  cunning  smith’s-work  to  a keener  edge 
And  blade  of  subtler  temper  ; and  we  knew 
The  friendly  challenge,  and  the  quickening  touch 
As  of  drawn  rapiers,  mind  engaging  mind 
In  quickest  fence  of  words : yet  beyond  all 


9 


With  all  our  learning  in  this  place  we  learnt 
To  prize  the  laurel  crown  above  the  gold, 

The  spirit  beyond  the  letter,  the  work’s  self 
Beyond  the  fruits  of  working,  knowing  that  all 
Things  seen  are  temporal ; and  all  that  now 
Dazzles  the  eyes,  the  tinsel  of  success, 

The  pomp  and  circumstance  of  high  estate, 

The  badge  of  office  and  rewards  of  wealth, 
Beneath  the  chill,  dead  hand  of  pitiless  time 
Return  to  nothing,  but  the  unseen  Forms 
Of  Truth  and  Beauty,  whence  things  seen  derive 
Their  shadowy  existence,  these  endure 
Eternal  in  the  changeless  heaven  of  God. 

So  now  in  the  end,  after  our  years  of  peace 
Secure  in  harbour,  we  set  sail,  to  cross 
Uncharted  seas  to  undiscovered  lands 
Beyond  the  far  horizon  : we  shall  know 
The  shattering  tempest,  ineffectual  calm, 

The  sterner  joys  of  harder  conquest,  wrung 
From  strength  outworn  by  the  imperious  will : 

We  are  ordained,  it  may  be,  to  receive 
From  Fate’s  iron  hands,  and  drain  to  the  last  lees, 
The  chalice,  brimmed  with  a jnore  bitter  wine 
Of  shamed  defeat,  dishonour,  and  dead  hope. 

Yet,  after  all  our  travail,  and  the  pain 
Of  weary  buffeting  on  the  seaward  ways, 
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Battered  and  jury-rigged,  but  seaworthy 
And  answering  the  helmsman,  so,  we  hope, 
Before  the  evening  breeze  we  shall  come  in, 
With  light  of  sunset  on  our  sails  aglow, 

To  the  broad  haven  of  our  long  desire. 

So  now,  our  Queen  and  Mother,  take  of  us, 
Thy  sons,  our  thanks  and  homage ; for  we  pass 
On  a far  journey  : as  the  gates  swing  wide, 

For  the  last  time  we  turn,  and  give  to  thee 
High  salutation  and  a long  farewell. 
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